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Heirlooms of soul, passed downward unprofaned

From eldest Ind ?    This Western giant coarse,

Scorning refinements which lie lacks himself,

Loves not nor heeds the ancestral hierarchies,

Each rank dependent on the next above

In orderly gradation fixed as fate.

King "by mere manhood, nor allowing aught

Of holier unction than the sweat of toil;

In his own strength sufficient; called to solve$

On the rough edges of society,

Problems long sacred to the choicer few,

And improvise what elsewhere men receive

As gifts of deity; tough foundling reared

Where every man's his own Melchisedek,

How make him reverent of a King of kings ?

Or Judge self-made, executor of laws

By him not first discussed and voted on ?

For him no tree of knowledge is forbid,

Or sweeter if forbid*    How save the ark,

Or holy of holies, unprofaned a day

From his unscrupulous curiosity

That handles everything as if to buy,

Tossing aside what fabrics delicate

Suit not the rough-and-tumble of his ways?

What hope for those fine-nerved humanities

That made earth gracious once with gentler arts,

Now the rude hands have caught the trick of thought

And claim an equal suffrage with the brain ?

The bom disciple of an elder time,

(To me sufficient, friendlier than the new,}

Who in my blood feel motions of the Past,